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Tomi sat in his room after changing into his usual sleepwear of shorts and a tank top, looking at the stuffed 
panda bear Santeri had won at the amusement park and given to him, and he wondered if he was crazy for 
even considering going to Sande's room tonight. Logic said that taking up with another bandmate, especially 
after what happened with Esa, would be the stupidest possible course of action And yet, he felt so 
comfortable with Sande - they'd become quite close ever since that festival when he'd first spotted Esa with 
Makro. 


It helped that they had Esa and his poor treatment of them in common, once they started to become friends. 
Tomi flushed a little as he remembered that he was the reason Esa left Santeri. Then again, from what Jan 
and Niclas had said, Esa had a habit of dropping his paramours to take up with a new interest, so it was 
possible that Esa had hit his ‘bored with the current conquest point and would have left Sande for someone 
else even if he had turned the guitarist down. 


And now Tomi considered the revelations of that afternoon. He'd noticed Santeri from the time he first joined 
Amorphis, of course, the keyboardists blond hair and goofy smile made him very attractive, although since 
he'd been with Esa at the time, he'd never done more than look. Sande never really seemed to warm up to him, 
either, although he understood the reason for that now, and they'd overcome the poor beginnings and become 
friends. 


Tomi sighed. He wanted to be more than friends with Santeri, now that he'd finally gotten to know him well. And 
it seemed that Sande wanted to be more than friends with him as well. "What do you think, Nordi?" he asked 
aloud, directing the question at the stuffed panda sitting on his pillow. The toy didn't answer, of course, but 
Tomi considered that Sande had made a point of telling him that he should set the pace in changing their 
relationship - unlike Esa, who dictated, and expected his lover to follow his demands. "I'll do it," he decided. "I do 


want him." 


Taking a deep breath, he grabbed his room key and shoved his feet into his sandals before he made his way 
down the hall to Sande's room. He tapped lightly on the door, nervously shifting his weight from foot to foot. 
After a moment, he heard the security lock being flipped, then the door opened. "Hi," he said softly. 


Santeri, clad only in a pair of lightweight sweatpants and reading a trade magazine, looked up, not entirely sure 
if he'd heard someone knocking or not, but decided to check, refusing to let himself hope it might be Tomi. But 
to his surprise and pleasure, that's exactly who waited on the other side. "Hi, yourself," Sande said with a smile. 
"Come on in" He stepped back to let Tomi inside, then closed and locked the door once again. "| wasn't sure 


you'd visit," he said warmly, "but l'm glad you did.” 


"| wasn't sure | would visit either," Tomi confessed. "But | trust you. You've been a wonderful friend over the 


last few months. | can't picture you hurting me, any more than | could picture hurting you." 


"I'm just sorry | wasn't a good friend for longer than the last few months," Sande said softly. "Come on, let's 
have a beer, shall we? And maybe find something on tv?" 


"Sounds good," Tomi said, kicking off the sandals he'd put on to walk down the hallway of the hotel. He set them 
by Sande's shoes already neatly lined up by the door, then walked over to the bed - the only place in the room 
that was large enough for both men to sit on, not to mention the only place where anyone could comfortably 


see the television He could see the pillow leaning up against the headboard on one side, so he went over to the 


other side and adjusted that pillow so he could sit with his back against the headboard. 


"Here you go," Sande said, handing Tomi a beer. He set the second beer on the nightstand and got himself 
settled beside Tomi, then grabbed the remote and brought up the guide channel. Unable to find any decent 
movies, he ended up flicking around until a show about tornado chasing caught his eye. "This okay with you, 
Tomi?" he asked. 


"Sure, although | don't know if my English is up to it. But it looks interesting," Tomi said. Then he blinked when 
one of the people talked about wanting to drive his specially built car into a tornado to try to gather scientific 
data. "Wait, did he really say he wants to drive his car into one of those tornados? Are Americans that crazy, 
or is he a special kind of crazy?" He took a drink of his beer. 


‘lm pretty sure he's a special kind of crazy," Sande laughed. "Most of the people who talk about tornados, talk 
about staying safe and finding shelter if one is coming at them. | can sort of see his point about the data 
collection, though. If the end goal is to learn enough about tornados to predict them better and keep more 
people safer, | suppose he's willing to risk himself to do that." 


"And risking himself is a lot different than risking someone else, yeah," Tomi agreed. He shifted slightly, so that 


he ended up leaning against Santeri. 
Sande smiled and slid his arm over Tomi's shoulders. "This okay?" he asked softly. 


"Yeah," Tomi said. He grinned and added, "I never thought | was all that small, but you make me feel positively 


tiny, as tall as you are." 


"You might not be the tallest guy around, but you've got nice broad shoulders instead," Sande pointed out. "I 
just look like a stork - all legs and straight up and down" 


Tomi shook his head. "You've got muscles, you're just not bulked up." He set down his beer and turned to lift 
his face to Sande's. 


Sande took the hint and leaned in to capture Tomi's lips with is own He gave a soft sigh of contentment as he 
savored the taste of beer and Tomi himself. 


Tomi purred as he slowly deepened the kiss, one hand coming up to cup Sande's cheek. "What do you want?" he 


asked softly as they parted for air. 


"Well, spending more time with you is always high on my to-do list," Sande murmured, nuzzling Tomi's neck. 
"And even more now that | know you care for me the way | care for you, because now | get to kiss you and 


hold you, and not just admire you." 


"Is that all you want to do tonight, kiss and hold me?" Tomi purred. "I can think of a few other things to do as 


well, you know." 


Sande smiled. "So can I," he said softly. "I just didn't want to push for anything you might not have wanted just 
yet." 


"But | do want you," Tomi told him. "Yeah, I'm a little nervous, but | trust you, Sande." 


"I won't break that trust," Santeri promised. He gently tugged Tomi to his feet and undressed him slowly, 


kissing and caressing every centimeter of skin as he exposed it. 


“Sande... hari." Tomi tried to return the favor, but Santeri caught his hands and held them still with a smile. 
“That feels so good." 


"Good," Sande murmured, blushing at the endearment. "I want you to feel amazing. | want to show you to know 
how lucky | am that you forgave me for treating you so poorly, and that you're giving me a chance with you, 


Tomi." He lifted one hand to lightly caress Tomi's face and smiled softly. "Thank you, rakas." 


Tomi turned his head just far enough to kiss Sande's hand and smiled. "I'm glad you spotted what was going on 


that day, and that you decided to try to cheer me up instead of gloating at my misfortune." 


"I'd been through it myself, so I'd never gloat.” Sande gently toyed with Tomi's insanely long dreadlocks, then 
leaned in to capture his lips in a kiss that quickly went from tender to torrid. He shimmied out of his 


sweatpants and wrapped his other arm around the smaller man, pulling him close. 


Tomi moaned softly at the full-body contact, molding himself against his lover and sliding one arm around 
Sande's waist. With his other hand, he lifted one of his dreadlocks and teasingly ran the end along Sande's 


collarbone. 


"Rakas... that tickles," Sande laughed, squirming a bit, which only served to press their growing erections 
together. 


"But its so fun watching you squirm," Tomi teased. "And it makes me wonder how you'll react to different 


kinds of touches." 


Sande chuckled warmly. "Oh, Tomi.. if you want to find out for yourself how | react, go right ahead and touch 


me. I'd love to touch you and see how you'll react as well. May |, rakas?" 


"| don't think | could say no to you, hani," Tomi breathed. He slid his hands up Sande's back to lightly caress the 
back of his neck. "And | certainly don't want to. | didn't expect I'd get this chance, but I'm not foolish enough to 


throw it away." 


"Good," Sande said softly, pressing soft kisses to the side of Tomi's neck, then down across his collarbones and 
back up to his lips once more. Tugging the smaller man back to the bed, he sat down and pulled Tomi into his 
lap without breaking that kiss. Keeping one hand around his lover's waist, he let his other hand wander from 
knee to shoulder, his touch both tender and passionate. 


Tomi moaned softly, those gentle caresses serving to heighten his desire. His own hands wandered restlessly 
over Sande's shoulders and up the back of his neck into his hair, but for the moment, he resolutely kept them 


above his lover's waist. "Your hair is like silk, hani," he murmured. 


Sande blushed and slid them both farther up onto the bed, rolling sideways and pushing Tomi down onto his 
back while carefully pushing his thigh-to-knee-length dreadlocks to the side so they wouldn't get pinned under 
him, then leaning over to drop teasing kisses down the smaller man's torso. "So beautiful, rakas," he whispered. 


Moving lower, he teasingly flicked his tongue into Tomi's navel, grinning when the smaller man yelped. 
"No... Sande." Tomi laughed, squirming. "That tickles!" 
"Sorry," Sande said, grinning unrepentantly. "Consider it payback for tickling me." But he stretched back up to 


kiss Tomi deeply once more, sighing in pleasure at the full body contact. "Tell me what you want, rakas. | want 
to please you, any way you'd like." 


Tomi took a deep breath. "| want you to fuck me," he said softly. 


Sande shook his head with a smile. "No, rakas... I'll take you, but | won't just fuck you. You're worth so much 
more than that" He hopped off the bed long enough to grab lube from his toiletry kit. Rejoining Tomi on the 
bed, he coated his fingers and worked his hand between them to gently breach his lover's passage. 


Tomi moaned, his hips lifting to give Sande better access. He trailed his lips along his lover's jaw, his fingers 
tightening on Sande's shoulders and then sliding down over the taller man's arms. 


Sande shivered as Tomi's lips caressed his jaw and throat. "Feels so good.." he murmured. Tilting his head down, 


he sucked hard on the right side of his lover's neck as he added a second finger. 


Tomi gasped, thrusting eagerly onto those fingers. "Oh, fuck.. that feels so good." he moaned. His hands slid 
down over his lover's chest, his thumbs teasing at pale nipples even as his lips played along Sande's collarbone, 


nipping and lightly sucking. "| need you... hani, please!" 


"Oh God, Tomi." Sande groaned, his cock twitching as each teasing touch sent another jolt of arousal to his 


groin. 


Tomi moaned again and grabbed the lube. "Now, hani.. fuck me now." he panted out, making his desire clear by 


squirting a dollop of the liquid directly onto Sande's cock and smearing it over his length with a gentle caress. 


Santeri grinned, even as he withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his achingly hard member. Pausing to 


give Tomi a moment to adjust, Sande wrapped slick fingers around his lover's shaft, eliciting a gasp and a moan 
"Yeah... fuck." Tomi thrust up eagerly, locking his ankles behind Sande's back. "Feels so good, Sande..." 


Sande pulled back and thrust deeply into his lover's welcoming heat. "So hot, rakas.." he breathed, leaning down 
to kiss Tomi once more. He kept his movements slow and sensual, wanting to make their first time together 


last as long as possible despite the growing desire to simply pound the smaller man into the mattress. 


Tomi writhed and moaned as Sande thrust into him, the taller man finding and hitting his sweet spot with each 
movement. Between that and his lover's hand on his throbbing shaft, the sensations overwhelmed him quickly. 
"Sande... fuck.. I'm close.. you feel so good.. fuck, right there.. oh God!" 


“Tomi.” Sande moaned, losing his own tenuous grip on control as the smaller man came apart in his arms. 
"Come with me, rakas." He moved his hand faster, feeling himself teetering on the precipice when Tomi cried 
his name once more, coating his hand and stomach with his completion. Sande strained forward once more, 


spilling deep within his lover's body. 


Tomi tugged Sande down on top of himself, still shaking in the aftermath of his orgasm and basking in the 
closeness. As he caught his breath, he softly murmured, "Thank you, Sande. Thank you for making me feel like 


lm more than a toy." 

Sande rolled them to the side, not wanting to lose the closeness but also not wanting to squash Tomi under his 
weight. "You are far, far more than a toy," he said softly, but fiercely. "And | plan on spending as much time 
as necessary showing you just how special you are." 

"You.. you really mean that, don't you?" Tomi asked softly as he gazed into Santeri's stormy grey-blue eyes. 
"Very much so," Sande told him, caressing his cheek lightly. "Thank you so much for giving me a chance." 


"Thank you for giving me one," Tomi replied. 


Sande gathered the smaller man close and the two relaxed, slowly drifting into slumber. 


